A coffin 


washes up on the shores of a river. There, it is discovered 
by a group of physician students. 


Gathered around, they pry open the makeshift coffin to 
find in it a frail body wrapped in a woollen cloth. 
It is made to clutch a folded letter, saying ‘bury me’. 


To the student’s surprise, the corpse is not only beautiful, 
but also alive: grey around the eyes and purple around 
the mouth, it stares back genteelly. 


Hurriedly, they bring back the corpse to the dormitory. 


A senior student heats up some petroleum, steeps in it the 
woollen cloth, and places it on the corpse’s chest. 


Such, the concealed blood melts. 


The novice students rub and kiss the corpse’s hands 
and feet. 


Now, the spirit again penetrates to the marrow. 


The students finally blow warm air one by one through 
the corpse’s half open lips. 


With this, the sunken cheeks flush with warm blood. 


The students cheer, make the corpse sit up and let it drink 
some warm water. 


They celebrate together the revival throughout the night. 
Soon enough, the corpse is accepted as a fellow 
student, is clad in white robes, and follows the group 
everywhere. 


In spring, the physician students attend a festival. 

The streets are full with flower petals, and the folks wave 
furry catkin branches. The local divinities walk among 
them and share with everyone their honey sweetened water. 


Together with them, a recently ascended divinity larks 
around loverly in a perfected disguise: it hides 

side glances and meaningful smiles behind young 
embarrassment. 


Corpse, in a group of fellow students, stumbles upon 
the godly group. The divine youngling, taken with corpse, 
falls madly in love. 


They two stay behind the crowd, stuck in a conversation. 
The divinity reaches for corpse’s hands, finds them cold, 
touches the lips, but they’re close shut. 


Insulted, the divinity hands a folded letter to corpse, 
and runs off to join the rest of the divine siblings in their 
march. 


The letter is a folded sheet of paper, addressed to a 
shrine on a hill. Corpse dares not to unfold it, and so to 
further insult the divinity. 


Instead, it puts the letter away, and makes way back to the 
cheery students. The city continues its celebration, 
half drunk on sweetened water, half drunk on laughter. 


By the evening, the town is a buoyant beehive. The 
physician’s students are gathered together, celebrating 
the corpse student’s new role as a messenger. 


They parade through the streets in a line, with their 
hands held high, passing the unopened letter from one to 
the other. The last one always passes the letter to the 

one before, and runs to the front. 


Such the endless snake reaches the foot hill. There, 
corpse is the final one to receive the letter. Standing still, 
they all fall silent. Above them hovers the entrance 
arch, decorated with heavy headed flowers. 


The stone steps leading up the hill are past it. They 

are scattered with petals. Early in the morning, the festive 
march started at the top of the hill, and made its way 
down to the town. As they walked the attending folk threw 
petals, scattering them in praise of spring. By now, the 
flowers are mostly withered, stumped into the stone. 


Solemnly, the students give their blessings of good 

luck and usher the corpse up the stairs. It’s hard to say if 
their serious tone 1s part of their carnivalesque play act, 

or if the cold wind blowing down the hill has chilled them. 


At the shrine, the sun and clouds seem so much closer. 
Corpse puts the letter on the pedestal. Nothing moves. 
The letter stays sealed. Some bits of the setting sun 

are still trickling through the horizon. There is a general 
feeling of being observed, a watchfulness coming 
from all around. 


Corpse holds up the letter against the sun, and reads 

the lines made visible by the light. The characters first 
blur into the paper in conjoined, unreadable shapes. 
Corpse needs to focus its eyesight for a bit to be able to 
see them apart. After a while, the message becomes clear. 


Corpse stares at the sun through the written words, 
shuddering. 


A gust of godlikeness passes through its marrows, and for 
an instant a great many things look knowable, possible 
and present. The feeling comes as quickly as it goes, and 
leaves a cooling aftertaste. Corpse is humbled. 


Inspired, it looks around. At the bottom of the pedestal, 
there’s a circle made of stones, in it some forest 

wood burnt to charcoal. From this, the corpse picks up a 
charcoal branch, and a few pieces of flat stones. 

With the charcoal, it copies all the life-destroying things 
onto the stones. 


Scattered on multiple pieces, the letter now looks like 
a riddle to be puzzled together. Corpse wonders about the 
divine youngling’s absence. 


